4O2         OSCAR WILDE AND  HIS  CONFESSIONS

believe what that claret you are drinking costs."

"Really?" questioned Oscar, with a polite
smile.

"Of course I get it wholesale," she explained,
"but it only costs me sixpence a quart."

"Oh, my dear lady, I'm afraid you have been
cheated," he exclaimed, "ladies should never
buy wine. Pm afraid you have been sadly over-
charged."

The humour may excuse the discourtesy, but
Oscar was so uniformly polite to everyone that
the incident simply shows how ineffably he had
been bored.

This summer of 1897 was the decisive period
and final turning-point in Oscar Wilde's career.
So long as the sunny weather lasted and friends
came to visit him from time to time Oscar was
content to live in the Chalet Bourgeat; but when
the days began to draw in and the weather
became unsettled, the dreariness of a life passed
in solitude, indoors, and without a library be-
came insupportable. He was being drawn in
two opposite directions. I did not know it at
the time; indeed he only told me about it
months later when the matter had been decided
irrevocably; but this was the moment when his
soul was at stake between good and evil. The
question was whether his wife would come to
him again or whether he would yield to the